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Aru my timid Muse, and plume the wing, 
Nor longer sleep supine. The morn invites 
To range abroad, and taste the fragrant air. 
Where shall we wander ? Whither point our 


course? ff YO 
Say, ſhall we firſt ths ar he ee woH 
Of rural Bux BAGE or direct our steps 
To Torr'wnAM 's verdany . W studious 


7 


art, 1 
Wich nature Joingd, — ample pow” du. 


The vals Larklopeings cheerful "Tow her. nest, 
And, mounting, seeks the sky: Rapid she Send 
And tunes her carols to the God of day. 
Lol. o'er yon eastern hill the golden Sun | 
Darts his bright beams around the fertile velegs'l 
And with new life- the whole creation glows. - 


* The Seat of the Right Honorable the Earl of ArLzD VRY, 
near Marlborough, Wilts, 3 
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Can'st thou, ingrate, behold the lovely scene, 

And not, enraptur'd, with the Bard exclaim, 

These are thy glorious works, parent of good. 

« ALMIGHTY! Thine this universal frame, 

© Thus wond'rous fair! Thyzelf how wond'rous 

tans NN Us NE 
Here on the grassy hillock sit we down, 
And, pleas'd, survey the landscape's mingl'd 
charms, | 

Well may'st thou fear to tune thy feeble lyre, 

A theme so high demands a nobler Muse: 

Who. sings, and aings it um must drink may 
-  draughts | 

Of the Pierian spring; and, auh drink again. 

How sweet each zephyr's balmy breath exhales, 

With odours fraught of twice ten thousand 

 flow'rs, | 

Gaily besprinkl'd o'er t rin plain. 

Yet bright with orient pearl. The sprightly Deer 

Crop the fresh herbage, whilst the timorous Hare 

Here unmolested sips the silver dew, © + 

And sportive frisks along th' enamel'd glade. 

Forth from yon shady covert boldly stalks' 

The beauteous Pheasant, rich in varied dye: 

Fearless his brilhant plumage he difplays: 


No sportsman here directs the murd*rous tube, 


To close in death the radiant victim's eye. 


Midst 


* 
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Midst green arcades, and wide-extended lawns, 
In distant prospect view. the noble pile, 
 Magnificently plain; whilst gay alcoves 

And aiĩry fabrics decorate the scene. 


Behold yon walk, grac'd with a royal name: 

It leads to WoLrHaALL,* the paternal seat 

Of valiant SzYMouR, once in courts renown'd. 
Here erst a monarch woo'd a matchless Fair, 
Nor woo'd in vain. But ah, how short his bliss!. 
Too soon her sainted spirit sought the skies; 
And from her dust an infant PRENIxI sprung. 


Half hid in foliage, half to sight disclos'd, 

A modest Structure ſ rises to the view, 
Where peace and plenty hold their happy seat; 
Whilst hospitality, with ready haste, 

Smiling prepares the rich nectareous draught, 
Form'd from the produce of the milky kine. 


* Wolrngart, formerly the Seat of Sir Joun Sr TMOunx, 
Knt. Father to Janz SzYMour, It is said, that the Marriage 
betwixt Hzxxy the Eighth and that Lady was celebrated in a 
Part of the Building, now detached from the rest, and used as a 
Barn, From that Monarch the Walk abovementioned bears 
the Name of King Hznzr's Walk. 


7 King Epwarp the Sixth, who was justly- accounted the 
wonder of his Age, and of whom the Queen died in Child- 
birth. 

+ Durley "Wan | 
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See the gay Woodbine, how it epiral wines, 
And with diffusive sweets perfumes the air; 
While thick-embow'ring trees and leafy shades 


Relieve the eye, and give the mind delight. 


O Torr'xHAu, scarce are half thy beauties 
q sung, | 1 

And thoſe imperfect by an artless Muse. 

Had I but pow'r or skill to challenge fame, 

Ta sing Elysium, and describe it here. 


Closely adjoin'd, majestic SaverRnake* | 
Raises his wood. crown'd brow ; prospect sublimel 
Whether yon stately oaks, and slender pin es 
In well-plann d order plac'd, attract the sight; 
Or o'er the smooth-shorn plain we turn our eye. 
Beneath the embow' ring shade, the lordly Stag 
And bounding Hind repose, devoid of fear; 
Around their dappled young, in sportive play, 
Wanton, and) chace each other thro! the grove. 
From tree to tree the nimble Squirrel springs; 
The Blackbird shrill, and sweetly-warbling 
Thrush, 


With echoing notes make the wide forest ring. 


* SAVERNAKE, a very extensive Forest adjoining to 


TorTexnnam PaRx, the private Property of the Earl of 


ArttsBury, 


Mark 
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Mark thro? yon vista; where ascending high, 
The taper Columnt shews it's tow'ring form, 
A grateful tribute paid to kindred love. 
Sacred to loyalty, the tablet bears 
On record mem'ry of that great event, 
That recent mercy shewn to BRITAIx's Isle, 
A King to health restor'd, and People bless'd. 
Thro' all the scenes such various charms unite, 
Like our first parents when from Enxy driv'n, * 
The Muse still casts a ling'ring look behind. 


O may the noble Heir® of these domains, 

In whose high veins, from ScoTLAanD 's ancient 
Kings, 

The royal blood of Ba uc untainted flows, 

Safely arrive on Britain's sea-gitt shore. 

May Nxrru xt waft the youthful wand'rer home, 

With speed to bless a happy parent's arms. 

Long may his lovely offspring grace the land, 

Patterns of virtue, and their country's pride. 


+ Erected by the present Earl, as a tribute of Gratitude to 
the Memory of his Uncle, the late Earl of AritzsBury and 
EL oi, from whom he inherits these Estates, and who procured 
for him the Barony of TorTz xn an, as is shewn by the Inscrip- 
tion, dated 1786. On the reverse is another Inſcription com- 


memorating the Recovery of our 1 n 0 
GOR the IIId. 1789. 


*The Right Hon. Lord Ba uc, then on his travels in Italy, 
who is lineally descended from Ron r. Bx uce, King of Scotland. 


His Lordship married the Hon. Miss HII t, (Sister to Lord 
Berwick) by whom he has had 3 Daughters, 2 of whom are living. 
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tu MEMORY OF AN 
AMIABLE LADY, 


Who Died in the Author's Artns.—Written in the Year, 1782, 


— 
N OR. sbalt thou, much-lo vd shade, remain 
unsung, 
For thee still flows the sympathetic tear; 
For thee the Muse her artless lyre hath strung, 
And oh! forgive th* attempt, it's most sincere. 


Though mean, not basely venal, is the lay, 


Thy friendly condescension well I knew; 
Tis gratitude excites the poor essay, 
All I can offer, thougy much more is duc, 


Whilst life's warm current animates this — 
Shall thy lov'd mem'ry to my soul be dear; 
Nor with time's swift progression fleet away, 
But deep impress'd brave each revolving year. 


Yes, whilst I breathe oft will the sorrowing tear, 
In sad remembrance of thy fate be shed; 

The unfeign'd tribute of a heart sincere, 

That lov'd thee living, and laments thee dead. 
Form'd 
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Form'd to engage, the heart-felt pow'r to please, 
Thy ev'ry word and action well displayd 7. 
Whether in converse join'd with sprightly ease, 
Or o'er the chords thy tuneful fingers stray'd. 


How late wert thou of every charm possest, 
Where polish'd sense and elegance combine! 
Alas! too weak the stroke of fate t' arrest, 
Though every sweet accomplishment was thine ! 


Poignant reflection every joy denies, 

Nor pleasure once inspires this pensive breast, 

Since the cold hand of death hath clos'd chine 
| eyes, 5 

Since in these arms thou zunk'st to endless rest. 


Grieve I alone? ah no! each Social friend, 
To whom thy native worth had made thee dear, 
With deep regret the mournful scene attend, 
And o'er thy dust shed many a fruitless tear. 


Yet ah! forbear the unavailing moan ; 

On contemplation's wings assay to rise ; 
View her before th' Almighty's awful thror.e, 
Join'd with her kindred angels in the skies. 


With 
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With joy, my soul, th' enliv' ning thought explore, , 
Ardent press on where virtue points the way; 

In hopes to gain the bright celestial shore, 

And meet thy friend in realms of endless day. 


—_—= = 
ON /THE 


| RAGE FOR BLUE AND BUFF, 
80 a derkid dy wad during a certain Election. 
Is bal of yore, what bl cou'd Penk, * 

And councils held in flocks; 
Amongst the Lion's num'rous court 

The wisest was the Fox. 


But mark how strange the times now ; gol... 
(To tell the truth's no sin) 

Many the Fox's outside shew, 
Who Asses prove within. 
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- ADDRESSED. TO 4 YOUNG LADY WITH 


* 4 STHKTYED CAT. 


Hoxcs GRY, dt to 1 7 a prey, 

Or Fools more brutal | far than they; 

(For Dogs by instinet only nd... 

Are by the others savage made) 11 has 
Had I, dear Miss, the pow'r of speech, 

Your kind protection Ig beseech e 
Protection from each cruel boy, 8 
Who would my harmless life destroy =o 
Humbly your influence 10 crave 

A hapless animal to save: 

For well 'tis known, the gen” rous mind 
Is to compassion, most inclin d. 

If then your breast soft pity sway, 

Your poor petitioner shall pray. 

May ev'ry blessing on you wait 

In single or connubial state; 

Still with your years may joys increase, 
Nor end when life itself shall cease. 
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” TO A 


| 5 :  U 4p 

YOUNG LADY. 
With a present of a Squizzzr, named CUPID. 
* 
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Wurd cori SUCS, can you fe; ? 

O deign to cast a pitying eye. * 

The wish'd indulgence he dow crave, 5 
Is to be honour' d as your slave; 

His trifling wants by you reliev'd. 
His food from your fair hand receiv'd; 
Still in your sight to sport and play — 
But soft, —methinks J hear you say, 
Slaves make such terms that's rather odd: 
But Miss, — remember, I'm a God. 

As Jove, you know, (for Jovs was dy) 
Us'd various shapes, why may not 1? 

No wonder, if such Gods will range, 
That Curip too his form should change, 
Quit for your sake his native sphere, 

To frolic as a SgUIRRET here; 

His wings and mischief left behind, 

His bow and shafts to you consign'd. 


os 


Let then his suit your favour move; 

Accept, dear Miss, TIE GOD or Love : 
Proudly he'll wear your gentle chain, 

Nor sigh for liberty again. " ,-— "TW; 


& 
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E SHIPWRECK, 
2 TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF 


— — 


Balor rose the God of day, the morning 
smil'd, 

And strew'd his ruddy path with liquid gems; 

When to the port Axrr HOS took his way, 

And sigh'd adieu to all his soul held dear. 


Scarce had the beauteous regent of the night, 
Twice fill'd her lucid orb with borrow'd rays, 
Since laughing Cue1ps deck'd his bridal couch, 
And crown'd his faithful love. Transient his bliss! 
Soon from the soft recess the din of war 

Calls him to arms, bids him the sword unsheath, 
And meet in distant elimes his country's foe. 


He views the ready fleet by anchors staid; 

The wanton zephyrs kiss the dimpled main, 
And tip with silv*ry froth each azure wave? 
Flutt'ring aloft the glitt'ring pennants shine, 
And, streaming, catch the Sun's resplendent beam. 


* Son to the Rev. H. Jznnzn, of Burbage, in the County 


of Wilts, and late of the 6th West India Regiment, who was 


unfortunately thipwrecked on Board the CaTHarINE Trans- 
port, off Portland Island, November 18, 1795, 
C 2 Though 
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Though strong affections fill his throbbing breast, 
Honour's command, undaunted he obeys; 


Boldly ascends the CaTHARINA' J side, 


And bids a long farewell to Al Biox's shore. 
Unhappy Youth! a long, a last farewell! 


For thee no more shall HyYMEN wave his torch, 


But ever mourn his disappointed joys. 
No more (alas!) thy longing eyes bebold 

Thy sorrawing, Parents, or fortaken Nase. | 
Now flatt* ring gales the welling heet extend; 
The signal's giv u; at once they anchor veigh, 
And their full sails arrest the flying-breeze. 
Loud shout the crew; the ordaance rends the air; 
Whilst o'er old Ocean's bosom proudly moves 
The gallant fleet, bound to those sultry Isles, 
Where everlasting Summer holds her reign; 
Where rich ananas and the luscious cane, 
(Fatal Juxuriance) deck the burning soil. 


Soft breathe the winds, the sparkling waters glow 
With Sol's meridian blaze. But ah! his steeds 
Around the globe few revolutions make, 

E'er sullen mists his bright effulgence shroud; 
The brow of nature low'rs, and sudden gusts 
Disturb the mantling surface of the waves; 
Whilst hollow murmurs sweep the sounding deep. 
The wary Seaman views the rising storm, 
And to o clude it's force exerts his skill. 


Vain 
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Vain each pfecaution, ev'ry effort vain; | 
Soon furious blasts disperse the driving fleet; 
The raging ocean foams, the loud winds roar, | 
The clouds pour torrents, and the orb of day 
Now sinks in night: o'er the dense hemisphere 
Egyptian darkneſs spreads her sable wing: 
No gleam appears, save with terrific light 
A glaring metsor darts athwart the gloom. ' 


Wild ver the surge the CarHARIVA flies, 

Nor feels the helm: Now mounting dares the sky; 
Now lost to sight, amidst the op'ning gulph 
Deep she descends, and billows o'er her foam. 
Soon she emerges; bounds again aloft; 

And rides the topmost wave: Tatter'd her sails, 
The straining cordage cracks; the groaning mast, 
Unable longer to sustain the shock 

Of warring elements? united rage, 

Yields to their force; and, with a hideous craſh, 
Prone on the deck, a pond*rous ruin falls, 
Fierce the dire tempest rages through the night; 
Waves drive on waves, billows o'er billows rise; 
Whilst from each quarter sounds of woe are heard. 
The dread Artill'ry, destin'd to confirm 
BrrTANnN1a's empire o'er the western world, 

In peals of thunder echoes forth distress. 


When from the clouded east slow breaks the morn, 


What ſcenes of horrow strike the pitying eye. 
| Scatter'd 
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Scatter'd around the various nch aar, 
Whose drowning wretches struggling hard forlife, 
Rise on each wave; and with heart piercing crics 
Implore that succour Heaven alone can give. 


Now to that point the shatter'd vessel speeds, 
Where PokTLANnD's rocky basis stems the flood. 
With force tremendous on the beach 
Headlong she dashes; thro' her starting planks 
Fast pours the briny wave; th' affrighted crew 
Rush on the deck ; whilst on each haggard brow 
Triumphant sits despair: Aghast they stand, 
And view with hopeless eyes approaching fate. 


Alas! Atrmonso, who can speak the pangs, 
The tort'ring anguish thy sad soul sustain'd! 
Conjugal, filial, and fraternal love, 

Possess'd by turns thine agonizing heart, 

And wrung each fibre with extremest woe. 
Not long the contest—with impetuous haste 
A foaming billow rapid speeds along; 

Full o'er the wreck the horrid deluge bursts, 
And down she plunges never more to rise. 

Ah! barb'rous coast, which like the fabled God, 
Devour'st thine offspring! Eager late they strove 
To gain thy port; and where they vainly sought 
A place of safety, find (alas!) a grave. | 


Anxious 
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Anxious on shore await a gen'rous band“? 
Whom mild Humanity proclaims her own: 
With prompt solicitude they watch each wave, 
Should chance convey some victim of the storm, 
Floating, yet warm with life, to claim their aid. | 
Soon they behold, slow drifting to the land, 
Thy breathless form, ALrnonso! O'er thy cheek, 
Where florid health and manly beauty glow'd, | 
Death, ghastly tyrant, epreads lid hue. © -. 
Silent they mourn their brother of the. war, 
His noble fire thus quoneſs in e prime. 


Oh! oak; the Muse, who now 8 thy fate, 

Fraught with prophetic knowledge, have foretold 

Those dire events, which time hathsince disclos'd; 

Still had'st thou liv'd, AlrROxNSsO; still had 
bless d 

Thy happy relatives, and still 1785 

The chaste endearments of Et1za's love. 

To grace his obsequies they now prepare: 

The warlike music breathes in solemn sound, 

Whilst to the sacred fane the martial band, 

Pensive and slow, attend the cold remains: 

There o'er his tomb funeral honours pay, 

The last sad tribute to the hapless brave. 


2 Abenchment of the South Gloupester Militia, n 


by Major Aus rx, accompanied by Captain SYMonDs and 
bose Attention to the unhappy 


Lieutenant SHRAPNELL;z W 
e reflects on are highest honour. 
| Were 


4 Were this the end, well might your sorrows flow, / | 
1 Ye mourning friends! your griefs no period find. 
V But the Ou Niro ENT, at whose command * 
| | Quick/light'nings flash, and awful thunders roll, 
* Join?d with all chearing Hope, bids Faith ascend, 
And to those happy realms direct your view, 
Where sits ArrHONSsO rob'd in dazzling light: 
His temples now no fading laurels crown, 

A glorious diam the wreath supplies. 
Behold the feFv'nly portals wide display | 
Their everlasting doors, those to receive, 

Who thro” this vale of tears still sought their God. 
Ohl may ve tread his courts! soon may we join 
Our songs with barps angelic to thy praise, | 
Great ArrHA and Ou, first and last, 

Who ever was, and is, and e'er shall be! 


— 
EPITAPH. 


© AND THE SEA SHALL GIVE UP HER DEAD.” 


"So & + k# 4 


TI IS awful fiat shall command the wave, 
Ordain'd in life's gay prime his wat'ry grave. 
From Ocean's dread abyss behold him rise, 
Whilst smiling Hope points upward to the skies. 
Ah! cease your tears, your poignant grief remove, 
And seek th' enraptur'd soul in worlds above. 
| ä 


